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F Old Auguſtus the King, N ail 
And Young Gulieimus the Squire, 
A BTOODY new BALLAD I ſing 
That was wrote in the Thick of the Fire: 
It was wrote in the Thick of the Fire, 
While Bullets they flew like Hail ; 
Believe me, Sirs, I am no Lyer, 
80 liſten and hear my Tale. 125 
A OO Hatt in the Air, 
AG enn 0 1 
| Drink; drink a full Bumper to AZ „ 
Au Huzza, Boye, round the Board. 


r and* flouriſh 


- 


Hats, 


(a) 
With a ſharp and bloody Fight, 
We've op'ned the firſt Campaign; 
Great G- has put Moailles to flight, 
And drowned the French in the Mayne : 


Bocbqe was cut as Herbs for the Pot, 


Bome was minc'd as Chriſmas Pies, 
And the Action was bloody and hot, 
Or elſe C-—-: damnably lies. 
. En Then flouriſh, &c. 


Þ | III ; 


They g22 d very hard at 33 
But lik d not his rueful Face; 

For he ſhay'd them all to a Hair, 
And made them run the old Race, 
Which Marlborough taught before, 

In every grand Campaign, 
Then, Bowgres, preſume no more 

To contend with G- -- on the Mayne. 

Then our ib &c. 


IV. 

Whae tho' we'd no Pudding and Beef, 
But Bread as black as your Hat, 

Don't think we wanted Relief, 
Tho we loſt a ſmall Share of Fat: 

For it made us more eager to fight, 
As you quickly felt to your Sorrow); 
Yoo tho you got Ground in the Night, 

oe work'd your Buff on the Morrow. 
—— 


WE 
1 


Our Cannon broke your Line, E "or 
And made ſuch Furrows there + 
The Sun had room to ſhine, | a 
And no Eclipſe to fear. bie 
Then, Weailles, how weak was you, 
Not to let your whole Army paſs oer? 
Since tis plain you perfectly knew. „ 
How oft we have ſmaſh'd you before. 
Then flouriſh, &c. 


1. 


— 


. VI. 
Great G----- he drew his broad Sword, 

And flouriſh'd it over his Head; 5 
Then gave out the Royal Word, 4dr 
And on his merry Boys led: | 43s 
"Tis faid, ſome lagg d behind, | fa 
Which could not be through Fear; 
For who'd not fight till they're blind, 

To ſee there Monarch there ? 


rY * | | Then flouriſh, &c 


VII 65 
Then up rode Billy the Bod. 
Who ncer, was try'd before; - 1 
And ſhew'd he came out of the Mould 
That would fight as well as w--—re : | 
For he bravely fac d the Foe, 
And fought by his Father's dide; 2 
When his Leg with a NN ee 
| _— my Boys, he cry d. 297 
8 Then friſt. 


(©) 
VIE. 
Altho' brave Clayton he fell, 9 le] 


Why ſhould we repine at his Fate ? Beer. 
Prince Dombes can very well tell, 


Ul | _ He fold his Life at a dear Rate. 
What if Johnſon has loſt his Leg, Y 
Which made him terribly fore ; ö 
Il anſwer he never will beg, 
And en 


. Then flouriſh, &c. 
IX. 
Tall Huke was ſhot in the Heel, 
"Tis well it miſſed his Head; 
Tho the Girls he can only feel, 

Vet he may draw a Plan in Bed. 

But ſuch Numbers of Qual we kill'd, 
And wounded many more; 
With noble Blood, the Field 

Was never ſo enriched before. 


Then flouriſh, &. 

R. 

1 Duke & Aremberg fought like mad, 

| | When he ſaw the Britons give way; 

| | For he ſtopt the Gap that was bad, 

| | And gain d a Wreath of the Day: 

E | Altho' he was ſhot in the Breaſt, 

| He valu'd it not a Pin, 

E | - But boldly ſtood the Teſt ; 

For 2 Heart was ſound within. 
4 | Ther fluriſh, be. 


* T9 
XI. | 
Lord Crawford he fought without Fear, 
Made terrible bloody Work ; 
And makes a Diverſion of War, 
Since he's come from beating the Turk. 
Altho' he's been ſhot in the Bum, 
Enough to make a Man ſick, 
He'll fight to the Beat of a Drum, 
And drive the French to eld Vick. 


Then flouriſh, &c. 


XII. 


Fine Flags, white, yellow, and red, 
With Cannon, Powder, and Ball, 
We took from the Cowarde that fled, 
To furniſh Weftminſter-Hall : 
And we ſo belabour'd the French, 
That ſeveral Officers fay, 
From their Bodies there came a great Stench, 
When they fairly ran away. 


Then flouriſh, &c. 


XIII, 


Tho' Gro once at France's proud Nod, 
Was hinder'd from giving his Vote ; 
He's beaten 'em now, by G--d, 
For th' Affront cram'd down his Throat. 
Then drink to our new Miniſtry, 
And let all who love C------z laugh "i 


He has carry'd his Point, you ſee; 


And Han----r now is ſafe. = 


Then flouriſh, &c. 


1 
XIV. 


Then drink a good Health to * King. N 8 
The Heroe of the Day; esl 53 DM 
Rejoice and merrily ſing, * 1:08 m boA 
While all the Clergy pra, 
That: while he rules tl is Land, J n on 
Aud guards his Subjects Right, [03 01002 
His Foes may fee] his Hand, en 12 
And all be put to fligbt. 1 rb bn 
Then flourih your Hats in the Air, 
45 E be furiſt'd his Sword ; 


Ne drink a full Bu mt per 10 8 Ry 
7 * EE 
Aud Huzzza, n eue the Biard. _ 
5 

; Fe 

4 2 4 * : 
. 27" — eilte 

* N n 


— —7—ßD⅛ —ä—6—— ——— we. 
* 
CTC — ñð˙3⁵⁵aZga 


